IJO            SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

them, and every rock and clump of heather spoke to
me in my own language. When I walked these moors
then, or stretched myself on the grassy carpet in the
sun, hour after hour, I spent my time dreaming of the
happiness that would be mine when I should be as I
actually am now. I do not say that I was really un-
happy in those days, for I was a healthy youngster
with plenty of things to do and with many good
friends, but I was certainly restless and dissatisfied
and apt to be sulkily despondent in a world that did
not appear to appreciate my unique merit. I thought
I was a fine fellow then, but nevertheless I had not
acquired that armour of conceit which begins to pro-
tect our self-esteem later in life, that armour which
compels some elderly members of my profession to
move so ponderously. I could be snubbed then, could
retire in haste, all hot and pricking, from many a
company. There is no doubt whatever that I am
happier now.

What hocus-pocus, what sentimental attitudinising,
was it then that made me feel so melancholy, the
other afternoon on the moors? I was not an exile at
all. If I want to live near the moors and visit them
every day, there is nothing to prevent me. I could go
there, and stay there, to-morrow, if I really wanted
to. I know very well that I don't want to, that I
would much rather live where I do live. I am well
aware of the fact that the moors would bore me very
soon and that I get more out of them by visiting them
now and again than I ever would by living near them.